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For he through Sin's long labyrinth had run,
Nor made atonement when he did amiss,
Had sigh'd to many though he loved but one9
And that loved one, alas ! could ne'er be his.
Ah, happy she! to 'scape from him whose kiss
Had been pollution unto aught so chaste ;
Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss,
And spoiTd her goodly lands to gild his waste,
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deign*d to taste.

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart,
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee ;
:Tis said at times the sullen tear would start,
But Pride congeaVd the drop within his ee :
Apart he stalk'd in joyless reverie,
And from his native land resolved to go,
And visit scorching climes beyond the sea ;
With pleasure drugged, he almost long'd for woe,
And e'en for change of scene would seek the shades
below.

" Byronic " melancholy became a fashionable com-
plaint,, and on the strength of the poem Byron was
henceforward regarded as eccentric, satirical, un-
happy, and wicked. He encouraged this view of him-
self, especially by talking freely about his private
affairs. Public opinion soon turned against him. His
separation from his wife in 1816 was the first of many
actions which his countrymen would not tolerate.
Genuinely disgusted, and feeling an exile, Byron left
England and set off again on his wanderings.

It is interesting to see how he appeared to Sir Walter
Scott, who first saw him in 1815. Scott and Byron had